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Christmas Prayer
1Qa2

By EDWIN H. SAUER
Infant on Your little bed of straw,
We pray You hear the other infants weep

In tenements, on beds more rough than Yours,
Wanting food and clothing, wanting sleep.
We pray You see their parents, Little Babe,
The shattered dreams, the empty hearts and eyes.

We pray You hear them sobbing, hear the pleas
That from a world in turmoil daily rise.
We pray You put an end to theft and greed.
Free us from the oppressions of a few.
We lift our eyes to Heaven on this night,
Child, though we strayed, we now come back to You.

hie
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Christmas in Old Russia
By N. DIDISHKO
(Eprror’s Note—This is a poignant description of
a Russian Christmas in the days of the Czars. Under
the present regime, the feast is, of course, not celebrated.)
‘ )

7 HEN the “Grandfather of the Frost,” as
Russians call old Santa Claus, comes

striding over the creaking snows of
frozen Russia, rubbing his red frost-bitten nose and

clapping his chilled hands, his deep mellow bass
bids the people rejoice. Rejoice is the word that
fits the nation. If any people love to celebrate, the
Russians do, and they do it heartily. Remorseless

laziness is Turgeniev’s ideal of happiness and how
can laziness be regretted when Christmas comes.
Then, let us rejoice, even if it should take a week
or more to satisfy our hearts’ desire.

Today is the day before Christmas; the whole
city is in motion. The sun smiles brilliantly thru
a cloudless azure sky, thru the freezing air, upon
thousands of merry faces. People are hustling
about, buying Christmas trees, presents and all
kinds of dainties for the beloved ones at home. Oh,
what a gay and inspiring sight is the snow-covered

market with its Christmas trees and Christmas toys!
Twigs and needles from the evergreen pines are
scattered everywhere over the white carpet of the
streets. Sledges swiftly dart to and fro bearing
jovial folk laden with presents and a Christmas tree.
The air is filled with the fragrance of pines and the
heart is overwhelmed with delight, for tomorrow is

Christmas Day and tonight is Christ’s holy birth.
Blue shadows deepen over the sparkling snow;

the silvery moon beams in the sky, the lampadas
(chandeliers) are lighted before the holy images in
every room, and a solemn atmosphere of reverence
rests over the holy night. Christmas eve is one of
fast and prayer. The table is therefore set in accordance with the ancient traditions of the Church.
The Christmas tree is being decorated, but the chil-

dren are strictly forbidden to see it until the morning. I remember how mysterious it all seemed to
me. Mother would put us to bed early, promising
to allow us to stay up late next night. She would
come and kiss us good night and repeat the words
of the angels “Peace on earth, good will to men.”
It is Christmas day. Many visitors call to express their greetings and leave gifts behind for the

little ones. The afternoon is spent in merrymaking: sleigh riding, skating, tobogganing or any
other kind of winter sport. Toward the evening
the family gathers to celebrate the first night of
Christmas. It is usually a family affair, although
there are always some dear relatives and friends

present. The next seven or more nights are likewise spent in rejoicing. A group of friends will arrange their dates in such a way that they may celebrate in rotation at the home of each.
The family gathers in the parlor before the dazzling Christmas tree, the candles on its bristling

branches are lit, the children receive their presents,
while their ringing voices and screams of delight
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draw many a happy smile from the older folk. Then
games are played; sister goes to the piano and the
rest gather around the tree to dance and sing those
dear old songs, common folk songs so touching to
the Russian soul. A knock at the door and a crowd
of choir boys and girls appear chanting Christmas
carols and hymns of praise.

Many come, and all

are welcome, all are given something to take with

them; they are poor children and everyone tries to

make them just as happy as are the more fortunate.

Songs, dances and games continue, and the night

wears away. The girls are eagerly talking about
something; grandmother is listening and smiling at
them. They are planning fortune telling, because
on Christmas night many profound secrets may be
learned; but before they get a chance to talk it all
over some one suggests a raid on the neighbors and

all get busy.

This will surely be fun.

They turn

their clothing inside out; some boys dress as girls

and girls as boys; they paint their faces, and, taking all sorts of noise-producing instruments, leave
quietly.

They take their neighbors by surprise.

Often some are so well disguised that even their
friends can not recognize them at first. Half the
fun is in the preparation. They remain there for
awhile, converting the atmosphere into one of
laughter and fun; sometimes the rest join the group
and they decide on another raid.
Later in the night when everyone feels tired, the
girls gather in the parlor to learn their future. They
bring a bowl of water and group solemnly around
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it. One of the girls takes a lighted candle, and
holding it over the bowl, allows the melted wax to
drip into the water; then she takes it out and holds
the fantastic form against the wall. Grandmother
comes and from the shadow foretells all sorts of
things that are to happen in the mysterious future.

A group of girls run out on the porch. The bravest
among them waits for the first man to pass, and, if

courage does not fail her, asks him his christian
name, for the same is to be the name of her future

husband. Perhaps her sweetheart has concealed himself behind a corner to surprise her. But where does
he live? That is easy to find out, she throws her shoe on
the street and the toe is sure to point in the direction of
his home. One more thing is necessary and that is
to creep to a neighbor’s window and listen carefully.

The first words caught contain grave proph-

esies of her wedded life.

Later the girls gather

around grandmother, relate their adventures, perhaps addalittle here and there, and grandmother
tells them all about it. They gossip and laugh together; perhaps they do not believe a word of it,

but it seems to give them unusual delight.
Early in the morning the tinkling bells of the
troika mingle with the shouts of laughter, and away
rushes the sleigh carrying our dear relatives home,

thru the icy stillness of morning, over the frozen
snow still silvered by the moon and haunted by
deep blue shadows of trees and branches that slumber in their winter vestments, along that old boulevard that recalls to me so many a sweet and loving
memory.

Scoop
By R. W. LAUTERBACH
66
VV

HO? The fellow in the gray suit?”
asked my companion of the hotel lob-

assigned to the same stateroom, next to one occu-

by in response to my query as to the

Jim Parker of the San Francisco Star.
“We didn’t do much on the way down except play
stud poker and wander around the ship; but when

man entering the elevator across from us. “I’ll say
he’s distinguished looking.

important; he is.

And he not only looks

Know him?

William Laporte.”

I recognized the name of the man supposed to be

the highest-salaried political writer in Washington,
head of the news bureau of American Press, and an

pied by Ross Andrews of Continental Press, and

we once got to the southern metopolis where the
negotiations were to take place, we were kept busy
covering the various conferences and movements

a few years ago. I'll tell you a story about him if
you have a few minutes to kill. The first time I
met Bill Laporte was at the Democratic convention

of the different diplomats. Finally, the matter was
pretty well straightened out and the day set for the
signature of the treaty. The big day rolled around
at last, and we newspapermen met in an anteroom
of the capitol which had been set aside as the press
room, and prepared to write our stories as soon as
possible. We noticed Bill was missing, but in the

in 1916.

I was a feature writer then for the World,

rush and bustle of the moment, we didn’t have time

and he was a newcomer to the press room that year,
writing human interest bits for the Star. He was a
good kid and had a real future before him, except
for one thing: liquor. I’ve known some drinkers
in my day, but that boy had them all licked.

to look for him. The best we could do was to send
one of the policemen who had been assigned to us
as guides and interpreters to look for him.

outstanding figure in the journalistic world.
“There’s a man who always could write,” my acquaintance continued, “only no one realized it till

“The next time I saw him was just after the War,

when he returned from France and got a job on the
Tribune as political writer. He stayed there seven
years, and the only reason he didn’t advance was

that they never could depend on him. Any time he
wasn’t in the office, he could be located in the near-

est speakeasy.

They kept him, though, because

when he was sober, he was the best writer on the

paper.
“Then, in 1926, the Secretary of State took that
trip to South America to act as chief arbitrator in a
boundary dispute between two countries, and to try
to negotiate an important trade agreement with
both countries, an agreement that was likely to
prove quite profitable to American manufacturers.
If you remember, there had been quite a bit of criticism of the administration that year, especially of
the State Department; and the Republican papers
played the trip up big. The public showed a lot

“Then, right in the middle of the conference, some

crack-brained radical took advantage of the confusion to sneak into the council chamber and take
several shots at the dictator, who was just signing
the treaty. Well, as you can imagine, the whole
place was thrown into chaos: policemen, senators,

court attachés and newspaper men running through
the corridors, asking questions, getting in each other’s way, and balling things up generally. When
the smoke finally cleared, we found no one injured,
and the gunwielder under arrest. We stayed just
long enough to type the details and then busted out
of there for the telegraph offices. As I went flying
out the door, someone grabbed me by the arm and

brought me to a skidding stop. It was the policeman who had been sent to look for Laporte. He
started to pour out a detailed story about finding
Bill and taking him back to the hotel, but I jerked
loose and tore for the telegraph office, followed by

Andrews. Parker, being a writer for the San Francisco Star, headed for the Western and Pacific Tele-

of interest in the trip, so when the Secretary of

graph Company’s office, as they had direct wires to

State stepped aboard the warship that was to convey him to South America, he was accompanied by
representatives of all the big press associations, as
well as special writers of several large newspapers.
The World sent me along, and the first person I
saw when I stepped on deck was Bill. We were

San Francisco, while we sent ours to New York by

Southern Postal. We thought of Bill missing the
story, and as he was in no shape to write anything,
we told the operator to send a copy of Ross’ story
to the Tribune office under Bill’s name.
When we got back to the hotel, Bill was on his
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bed, just beginning to sober up. While we were in
his room, it started raining, and shortly after, Jim
pulled in, soaked to the skin, and started peeling
off his clothes.

““Well,’ he said, ‘I got my story off to Frisco all
right.’ His glance rested for a moment on Bill who
was gingerly experimenting with his legs to see if
they would carry him. ‘It was tough you weren’t
there Bill, but you needn’t worry. I sent a copy of'
my story to the office to be relayed from Frisco to
New York under your name.’
““What? I yelped. ‘You what?’
““T sent a story to his paper for him. Why?
“Why? Because I sent one myself, you—you—’
“Oooh!

A slight moan interrupted me, and we

turned to see Bill collapse again on the bed, cold as
a kippered herring.
““Two stories,’ I mused.

“I‘wo stories, both at a

dollar a word. Poor Bill. The Tribune editor will
murder him.’
“Well, there’s nothing to do now but sit tight
and hope for the best,’ Jim said.
“All night the rain, driven by a high wind, dashed
against our windows, and we woke to hear that a
hurricane had swept the coast a hundred miles
north of us; however, the wires were down and we

were unable to get anything definite, so we hung

around the hotel till noon. We had just gone up to

Association.” We shook hands all around, all of
us a bit puzzled.
“Young man, I’d like to speak to you a minute,
if you can spare the time,’ Shell said. We took the
hint and hurried to the lobby, where we sat around
chinning, and wondering what Shell wanted with
Bill until we saw Shell step out of the elevator, when

we went back up again. Bill met us at the door,
whooping.
““Come on in, you fellows. I’ve got some news.
Real news. Shell just offered me a job as Washington correspondent for American, and did I
grab it?’
““He did what?
““Yep, special correspondent.’

A whole babble of questions flooded him all at
once until he quieted us temporarily.
““Keep still a minute and I’ll tell you. He came
in, and right away started telling me what a smart
young man he considered me. I didn’t know what
he was talking about and started to say so, but
when he said something about a beat, I decided to

keep quiet till I found out, and he told me. You
see, last night’s storm broke a Southern Postal wire
north of here, and caused a temporary delay, while
the Western and Pacific wires remained intact. So
your story,’ nodding to Ross, and me, ‘was delayed
about three hours, while Jim’s and my other story
went through to Frisco. And as his was printed

our rooms to clean up for lunch, when there was a

only in the San Francisco Star, mine was relayed

knock on the door, and Ross opened it. Outside
stood Lou Meyer, American Press correspondent,
and another man who wasa stranger to me.

east, and the World got it exclusively.’
“*You mean—’ Ross gulped.
“*Yes. I scooped you boys by three hours on the
story you wrote for me. The office, I suppose,
thought the second story was a precaution on my
part. Of course, Jim, sorry this happened to you
fellows, but as long as it did, I might as well take
advantage of it.’
““And on my own story,’ we all echoed at once.”
My companion settled back in his chair, lit a cigarette, and puffed furiously.

“ “Come on in, Lou,’ Ross invited.

““Where’s Bill?’ he inquired as he stepped into
the room.

““In the next room,’ Ross replied. ‘I’ll call him.’
Bill came, in response to Ross’ bellow, looking a bit
pale.
““Bill,’ Lou said, ‘I want you and the boys to
meet Roy Shell, president of the American Press
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Politics and the Federal Reserve
By HUGH WALL
INTRODUCTION
T is not wholly unreasonable to imagine that
the age in which we are living shall be called
by historians, twenty-five years from now, the
“Age of Stupidity.” These historians will probably regard the period as an era of paradoxes.
Despite the fact that science and learning were
at the peak of their history, during this same period
|

there occured an economic cataclysm, the violence

of which is unparalleled in the history of civilization. Its devastating effects were world-wide and
were so decisive that it took years for the world to
recover. Recovery to the heights before the crash
was an impossibility and, likewise, was undesirable.

The nation’s leaders should learn from this costly
experience and take definite steps to correct the

evils that have brought about our unfortunate condition. But I can’t help being a bit pessimistic,
because conditions very similar to the present ones

existed in 1921, and though the economic recovery
was rapid, it failed to correct the fundamental mistakes that had occasioned the depression of 1921.
Over-expansion of industry, super-inflation of investments, and uneven distribution of the profits
again figured prominently in the economic earthquake of October, 1929. The older generation did
not benefit by its previous experience. In fact,
many who should know better, merely sit back now
in complacence and state that the period of de-

tion, that much that has happened could have been

avoided had the Federal Reserve Board been free
to follow the course of action, which it knew to be

the better one—and having proved this, I intend to
use this as my strongest argument against the na-

ture of the Federal Reserve Board, as now provided
for in the Federal Reserve Act.
I
Reviewing the Federal Reserve System’s record
from the second half of 1927, to October-November

of 1929, “the period of the phenomenal rise and the
catastrophic collapse of the structure of brokers’
loans and prices of shares on the New York Stock
Exchange,” future historians are likely to point to
the outstanding facts:
One, the impressive demonstration of the System’s structural strength, and,
Two, the inadequacy of its form of administration.

My concern is with the latter only.
The Federal Reserve System’s policy in the two
years under review is frankly analyzed by Paul M.
Warburg as the resultant of two contending motives: On the one hand, the desire to see the orgy
of speculation brought to a close, and on the other,
the fear of coming to close grips with it, lest “business be hurt,” or the System be charged with interfering with stock exchange activities which, it was
claimed, did not, by the terms of the Federal Re-

By this they mean that a

serve Act, come under the direct supervision or

period of depression follows that of a period of in-

control of the Federal Reserve. Board.
Occasionally in 1928, the Board succeeded in rais-

pression was inevitable.
flation.

In this they are correct, but they are gross-

ly mistaken when they take the laws of the business cycle to be immutable as are those of nature.
Whether the younger generation, now receiving a
most valuable lesson in economics, will profit by its
experience remains to be proven.
Leaving the subjects of over-expansion of industry and uneven distribution of the profits for discussion by recognized economists, I shall limit myself to the super-inflation of the investment markets
in the United States. In order to avoid the risk of
being accused of handling
a subject too extensive

for my consideration, I shall limit my subject still
more. My concern is solely with the relationship
between the Wall Street stock market and the Federal Reserve Board. I hope to prove, by illustra-

ing the discount rates by 4%4% jumps. When this
procedure began, the rate stood at 314% and at the
end of the year, the rate was 5%. These raises were
intended as a warning against the growing condition of inflation, but what psychological effect they
might have produced was weakened by statements

given out by men in high political positions. They
stated that stock exchange loans were not too high,
that money would remain easy, that business conditions were excellent, and that there was no cause for

alarm. (This was at the time when the Republican
Party was putting in its next champion with a
promise of “Prosperity for All.”)
During the spring and summer of 1929, the Board
issued, at various intervals, statements in which it
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warned the people of the dangers involved in the
undue absorption of the country’s credit supply in
speculative uses. It indicated its determination to
suppress any such excessive aborption of credit, a
goal which it thought it could attain without a
further increase in discount rates. These warnings
had only temporary effects, because the reserve
banks were buying in the open market the finest
quality of paper at a rate of 514% and above, while
paper of a lower quality, handed in by the same
seller at the rediscount window, would have to be

taken by. the reserve banks at 5%, and in some dis-

the October disaster. In making his annual report,
on March 7, 1929, as chairman of the International

Acceptance Bank, Inc., Paul M. Warburg said,
“History, which has a painful way of repeating itself, has taught mankind that speculative over-expansion invariably ends in over-contraction and distress . . . when the savings of the masses are deposited as margins for stock exchange speculation,

and when the extravagant use of funds for speculative purposes absorbs so much of the nation’s credit
supply that it threatens to cripple the country’s regular business, then there does not seem to be any

mendation of the Advisory Council to increase the
prevailing discount rates to 6%.

doubt as to the direction in which the Federal Reserve System ought to exercise its influence quickly
and forcefully. People who express the fear that
increase in the Federal Reserve Banks’ discount

Records show that in May, 1929, the stock ex-

rates might hurt business, overlook the far greater

change suffered a severe sinking spell, which, for a
while, “created grave apprehension that :frantic
liquidation might degenerate into a panicky stampede.” Regardless of the fact that the market had
now shown positive symptoms of a tottering foundation, the structure of the brokers’ loans was per-

hurt the country will suffer if their advice to permit
the situation to work itself out were followed * * *
procrastination in bringing such discount rates into
a proper relation to actualities, hesitation in taking

tricts, as low as 44%4%. In spite of all this, the
Board, at this time, turned down the definite recom-

mitted to rise to another billion dollars—and stock
quotations soared to new fantastic levels.
During this critical period, the Federal Reserve

Board failed to introduce the corrective measure—
the raising of the discount rates. Finally, on August 9, 1929, the Board permitted the New York Reserve Bank to raise its discount rate to 6%—but

this action failed to secure the desired results. It
had come too late. By this time everybody had become frenzied in investing and speculating in inflated stocks. Not only the “bulls,” but prominent
economists and men high in political affairs had become so convinced that a “new era” had arrived,
that they became openly defiant of the warning.
What followed is still most painfully vivid in the
memory of everyone.
II
It is preposterous to imagine that had the Federal Reserve Board been free to act, that it would

have averted, by its program, the crash. Nobody
is foolish enough to believe this—but I do believe
that it is quite obvious that the Federal Reserve
Board could have prevented much of the height of

the fall, by preventing the stocks from rising higher
at the time.

Those responsible for what happened have no
recourse to the alibi—‘The many factors contributing to the collapse of stock values prevented any-

one from knowing the exact nature of the impending danger.” Searching the records, we find that a
man, not a stock broker, but a former member of
the Federal Reserve Board, forecast by eight months
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effectual means to reassert the Federal Reserve Sys-

tem’s leadership, place a grave responsibility on
those in charge of its administration. . . . That the
country’s banking system is tossing about today
without its helm being under the control of its pilots gives cause for deep concern.”
It is quite clear from the warning of Mr. Warburg that it was possible to see what was coming.
From this we have only one conclusion to draw:
The facts were known, but they were suppressed.

The facts were known by many and it is not unreasonable or unlikely that they were known to the

high political officials at Washington. It is certain
from the discussions at the various meetings of the
Federal Reserve Board, that the individual members
were aware of conditions and the end which they
foretold.
Why then was no definite action taken?
Though the case which follows is somewhat hypothetical, I assure you that numerous actual instances of a parallel nature can be presented to substantiate what may appear to be mere supposition.
Although for the last fifty years the Republican
Party has been most popular, it rose to unprecedented popularity during the Coolidge administration of 1924 to 1928. The prosperity that had accrued during this period influenced the voters to
elect Herbert Hoover as an assurance of continued

prosperity.
|
The Republican Party had sworn to
power to insure “Prosperity for All.”
promise for a time and even increased
tions. But it did not last, because it
prosperity.

do all in its
It kept its
the proporwas a false

This is not included here as an indictment of the

Republican Party. With the Democratic Party in
power, it is quite probable that the result would
have been similar. But this is intended as an indictment against the political influence that has
been exercised by the party in power upon the Federal Reserve Board ever since its creation.
Before describing a situation similar to the one
which caused the Federal Reserve Board to hesitate
to raise the discount rates, a measure which was

imperative for the integrity of the nation’s financial
structure, we must first understand the composition
of the Board.

The Federal Reserve System is based upon the
perfectly sound theory of placing the actual man-

agement of the Federal Reserve Banks in the hands
of boards of directors, the majority of whom are appointed by business men. The direction of the system as a whole, on the other hand, its policies and
its supervision, are vested in the Federal Reserve

Board, which consists of five members appointed by
the President and confirmed by the Senate. These
members are appointed for ten-year terms and the
governor and vice-governor are designated by the

President and serve at his pleasure. The Secretary
of the Treasury and the Comptroller of the Cur-

rency are members ex officio. The Secretary of the
Treasury is Chairman of the Board. (The last two
are political offices.)
Now, then, we may proceed with the brief scene
which might have been the prologue to the great

dramatic tragedy—“The Crash of ’29.”

:

PROLOGUE
Scene: Chamber of the Federal Reserve Board,

Washington.
Time: July, 1929.
Characters: Andrew Nollem, Chairman.

J. W.

Elope, Vice Chairman. Charles S$. Linham, Governor, and the four other members.
Linham: “Mr. Chairman, may I make the sug-_

gestion that we vote for an immediate increase of
the discount rates to 6 per cent.”
Second Member: “I think that a good suggestion.”

Nollem: “Not so fast. Do you realize what this
will do to the values on the stock market?”
Linham: “I do. It would bring them down to
where they belong.”
Nollem: “Our President informed me this morning that I should reassure you gentlemen, that there

is no cause to fear a collapse in the market. He
sincerely believes that the values on the market are
a true indicator of the really prosperous condition
of our fair nation.”
Fourth Member: “The President shows very
clearly by his remarks that he is either unfamiliar
with actual financial conditions or he refuses to
recognize them, knowing the end which they forecast.”
J. W. Elope: “For one who will be up for reappointment in the fall, you speak very recklessly.”
Linham: “Let’s drop this petty, personal talk
and get down to a serious consideration of this most
vital question.”
Nollem: “If you persist, and since you are the
governor, I guess the discussion shall continue. I
do, however, warn you that the President and his
party will frown upon any action you shall take towards the raising of the discount rates.”
Linham: “This does not surprise me in the least.
In fact, I rather expected it. It is only natural for
a party that has risen to popularity, merely because
good times were concurrent, to do all in its power
to maintain prosperity. So feverish is its aim, so

blind is it in its program, that it fails to realize that
it is cutting its own throat.”
Nollem: “To what are you alluding?”
Linham: “Just this: A party that is not big
enough to seek the interest of the nation in preference to its own, is not worthy to guide the destinies
of that nation. Unless the discount rates are raised
immediately, the stocks, already greatly inflated,
will rise to heights more false and insecure, from
which there will be a sudden fall, so violent and en-

compassing that it will take the United States more
than a decade to recover to a state of normalcy.”
Nollem: “Are you positive that you mean such
a thing and are you equally sure that you will have
no regret for having said it?”
Linham: “I am speaking frankly and sincerely.
Unlike some of the other appointed members of this

Board, I need have no fear of incurring presidential
or senatorial displeasure, because my term does not
expire until 1936. And, finally, unless we follow the

procedure proposed here this afternoon, I am confident that when my time for reappointment comes,

the latter will be the consideration of a Democratic President, busily engaged in rebuilding a nation
which we have allowed to crumble.”
Curtain.
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Redemption
By LEE HEFFNER
(Eprror’s Nore
— Interest in the Booths, John
Wilkes and Edwin, becomes more intense daily. The
following article gives a splendid description of the
character of the former.)
a

EAVENLY Father, save me, so that I
H

may redeem myself to my country, to

my people. I have madea terrible mistake, Lord, and now I must make amends. Only
You can see things in their true light. Give me the
courage to go back. At last I have awakened from
my great blunder with life.
“We were boys together and I recall that ever
since our first quarrel we were comrades. Everywhere John Booth went, I was sure to follow. But
he was a person to be followed, and it would have

taken a strong-willed man to lead John, for he had
the physical and mental make-up of a leader.

“The years went by and we finished school together. John found an accomplishment that delighted him, that of acting. Since he acted so splendidly, it was but natural that I who was his best
friend, should try my hand at acting. I never got
farther than the minor roles. However, I did become quite a writer, and, perhaps, if I had not allowed John’s stronger will to rule my own, should
have become a novelist, of repute.
“Men of genius, not infrequently flirt with the
moral hazards of life; and this was very true of
John Booth. He tried everything once, and when
we were in the second year at college, I could not
but realize that John and I were gradually moving
out of the respectable class of college men.
“Though he was tearing my career to shreds as

well as his own, I just could not break away from
such a dear friend.
“But we were not the only men to break the laws
of decent society at the college. In fact, there were
several who were really worse rotters than we. I
remember particularly one man to whomJattribute
the blame for getting John and me expelled from
the University. He was a senior by the name of
“Froggy” O’Brien, and in reality he was similar to
a frog. He was short of stature and broad, with a
small bullet head that was glued to his thick neck.
His reddish hair and mustache fairly bristled, and
when he was drunk, as all of us usually were, his
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little, evil, pig-like eyes were constantly looking for

trouble. O’Brien dearly loved to fight and the
fouler it was the better, since he was adept at unfair tactics.
“Strange to say, however, John Booth could intimidate him with ease. Many liked to compare
the two: the former as a beautiful, graceful leopard
and the latter as a cunning, cringing hyena. O’Brien
had plenty of money, for his father owned several
saloons, and between his father’s money and the environment afforded by the saloons, he soon had be-

come an up and up blackguard.
“Now John Booth had a passion for gambling,
and hence, so did I.

We often gambled with

O’Brien and some of his friends.

Naturally all of

us would partake of drink, and in the resulting in-

toxicating coma, we would play cards far into the
morning hours.
“One night, after we had gambled thusly, John and
I had wona great deal of crisp, new, paper money

from “Froggy” and his partner.

This infuriated

O’Brien, and when we had won all of his money, he

cunningly invited us out into the saloon proper to
have a drink on the house.

Of course we were all

so drunk, that another drink seemed quite proper,
and we gladly accepted the invitation. As we entered the bar-room we noticed that a clamor was
being raised over at the bar. There was O’Brien’s
father apparently browbeating the bartender. It
seemed, that the proprietor was accusing the man
of taking money from the till. It did not at first
appear very serious until we found that the money
amounted to over one hundred dollars. In the
meanwhile “Froggy” had gone over to his father,
obviously with the intention of assisting him to re-

cover the stolen money.

He whispered something

in the ear of his irate parent and looked back at us

with a crafty grin. Without a word his father motioned to several of his “bouncers” and the group
of them caught John and me, not without a great
deal of struggle, and held us, while “Froggy” himself went for a policeman. Returning with the
“Law” he pointed to us meaningly.
““Those are the culprits! Search them and you
will find the money that they stole from me; the
money with which I was to buy two hundred gallons of whiskey.’

“As he said this O’Brien brought forth his socalled witnesses to the robbery. His cronies, for
they were the witnesses, swore assent to his accuation and consequently the only thing to do was to

submit to their search. They found the money, and
when we told them that we had won it at poker
from our accuser, they laughed derisively, and gave
no heed to our curses.
“We were expelled from college, and, in addition,

we spent several months in jail; but instead of
breaking up our friendship, this slight misfortune
only brought us closer together. We drifted southward as actors and picked up a meager living doing small parts. Thus, when the war between the
North and the South broke out, we were in Rich-

mond, Virginia, working less and carousing more.
“Always something of a radical, John Booth
switched over to the Southern cause, and, since I

could do naught but follow my leader, I too, went
into the war for the South. Time sped by, and
soon, all too soon, the noble South was harassed by

the strong Federal Army.
“John Booth and I were still unsubdued even
though our beloved general, Robert E. Lee, had
surrendered, and it was our custom to get glorious-

ly inebriated at some low grog-shop, and to plot
against our enemy, the Federal Government. With
the other radicals we brooded and schemed, and
finally John Booth, my dearest friend, took it upon
himself, as the leader of the radical coalition, to end

miles to the north. John had become so weak that
it became imperative that we stop.
“‘Gol’ ‘Ride on, my comrade,’ groaned John
between clenched teeth. ‘Ride on!’ ‘I shall stop
here.’
“Those were the last words that I heard from
John Wilkes Booth, for when I had refused to obey
his order he seized a pistol from his saddle holster
and brandished it with a most serious gleam in his
eyes. So I, like a coward, rode for my life, and the
phantom, ‘Terror,’ rode at my horse’s heels.
“Following that night came the thousands of
nights that I have known since; nights that made
me long for death; but, as ‘cowards die many times
before their death,’ so did I die.

On I fled, and on.

No longer did I have a friend to make up my mind
for me, and soon it dawned upon me that I had

committed an unpardonable act, because I had been
too weak-willed to forsake John Wilkes Booth,

whose genius had been turned against the welfare
of society. When I learned that he had been captured and duly executed, I became faint and weak.
In addition to this, I learned that I, John Surrat,
was wanted by Federal authorities and thata re-

ward of twenty-five thousand dollars was the bounty for my head. I became a neurotic, always fearing that someone was following me.

Consequently,

I fled from New Orleans to Paris and from Paris to
Italy; and it was here that I started a long process
_ of rebuilding my shattered morale and faith in God.
“I became a Zouave in the Papal Guard.

Since I

the triumph of the North by assassinating President

no longer feared capture, my mind was at ease. At

Lincoln. Next to John, I was the worst extremist,
and therefore, as in the past, I approved his plan
and also offered my services. In order to consum-

the same time I could not help assimilating some

mate our plot, John and I went to the Capital.
“Our plan was to murder the President as he sat
in his box at Ford’s Theater. It had been announced

leisure hours in prayer; I rarely associated with my
fellow-soldiers while I was off duty. Thus daily,
my spiritual being was reclaimed for God and
eternity.
“Yesterday while perusing my Bible I fell asleep
and had a dream. I cannot remember the entire
dream, neither can I remember any particular part
of it, but I do know the meaning of it. In order to

a week beforehand, that the President would see

the performance. I was to arrange for John’s escape when he left the theater. Therefore, it was
agreed that I should be on hand with two fast
horses in the alley near the stage entrance.
“T shall not tell of the actual killing, for it is now
nauseating even to think of it. All I remember is
that John suddenly came running out of the stage
entrance, with a smoking pistol in his hand, sprang
to his horse, and we rode for dear life.

“Unfortunately for John, he had fractured his leg,
and it was not long until he was hardly able to keep

his seat in the saddle, despite all of the spirits he
had consumed before and after his deed. We rode
for several hours, until Washington was thirty

of the spiritual good that was being constantly emanated from the clergy around me.

I spent my

redeem myself, I must return, return to America,

and pay the supreme penalty.
“Heavenly Father, I have at last awakened to

my sins. At last I am able to see that my life has
been ill spent. But now I give Thee thanks, Lord,
that I have not perished in ignorance of my wrongs.

I shall do penance by returning to America, for today I have informed the American Consul of my
true identification, and tomorrow I shall start my

journey toward eternity.”
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Disraeli The Patriot
AN INCIDENT IN HIS LIFE

By JAMES CONNELLY
a) ae place is England in the year 1868. ‘Iwo
young English boys are walking in the park
of a country home not far from London.
Both are distnctly aristocratic in appearance and
are about the same age—seventeen or thereabouts.
Fred, the smaller of the two, seems merely to be
present to complete the picture, as Tom does all of
the talking. The Fall season is approaching and we
see a picture of beauty in the well kept lawns, the
colorful array of the gardens in their summer finale,
the majestic oaks and elms, standing as staunchly
as they did a century ago, all forming a perfect
carpet surrounding the large, rambling English
country home. As Fred and Tom approach we
learn that the subject of discussion, in accord with
good English custom, is politics. But their atten-

tion is not given to Parliament or the Irish question,
but to a man known to all England; a man seldom

undertsood, feared rather than loved, and because

of his nationality, apparently doomed to remain
within shouting distance of his life’s ambition—
the Prime Ministership of England—but never bequite able to grasp it. The man is Benjamin Disraeli. As they approach we hear Tom relating an
incident which he had witnessed at the home of his
uncle, the Earl of Derby, only a few hours before.
*K

*

K

*

*

*%

%*
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“I tell you, Fred, it was the most magnificent
thing I have ever seen. I was sitting in the library
of uncle’s home finishing Thackeray’s Vanity Fair
when I chanced to glance through the open door
into the garden. Seldom amI surprised at the appearance of celebrities at uncle’s home for they have
always been there in droves and especially since he

has been Prime Minister. However, this morning I
was surprised to see uncle in earnest conversation
with Mr. Disraeli at so early an hour. I noted particularly the tired expression of uncle’s face as they
walked toward the library, and paused on the terrace before the door.
“The two men presented a splendid opportunity
for a study of types, as they stood there earnestly
discussing some pressing question. Uncle, the typical Englishman in tweeds, tall, slightly stooped,
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with a large, well shaped head, piercing grey eyes,

and the characteristic English manner, confronted
his smaller companion whose appearance was any-

thing but English. Benjamin Disraeli stood there
as an entirely different person from the young author of Vivian Grey or the colleague of Manners,
Smyth, and Cochrane at the outset of their political
activities. These activities together with other parliamentary experience, numerous defeats, stunning
disappointments, and the ingratitude of his political colleagues had left their mark upon the man,

and now seemed only supplementary parts of a
great statesman whose impetuosity had been
curbed and whose character had been forged in
steel. As I sat there looking at the man, I became
lost in contemplation, and without realizing it, I began to trace the life of this political genius, Dis-

raeli.
“I have always been permitted to hear the discussions of the family and so have learned much of
this man, who occupies such a powerful position in
public life, who at an early age set out to become
Prime Minister of England and who has never lost
sight of his ambition.
“You know that early in life Disraeli was very
impetuous and his one desire was success. When
quite young he left school and completed his education by himself. His father was a student of literature and consequently there was an excellent opportunity for the young man to acquire a deep
knowledge of books. He is particularly well versed
in history.
“From then on he had many disappointments,
such as his journalistic venture, during which he
met Sir Walter Scott, the hostile sentiment which

prevented Sir Robert Peel from giving him a cabinet position when the Conservatives got into power,
and numerous other setbacks which he suffered because of his lack of family influence and his Jewish
nationality.
“How different seemed this man as he stood in
the quiet of the garden! Years of political battles
and bitter defeats and cold half-victories have tempered but not quenched that Disraelian spirit, which
has carried him just short of his life’s ambition and

has made him the coming man of the hour in Eng-

the office, if justice were done, seemed to be as-

lish political circles.

sured of the office and at an earlier date than had

“As he stood half facing me, his distinctive features stood out in sharp relief; there seemed to be
something of the eagle in the position of his head
and something of the lion in the set of his shoulders. Small though he was, and almost feminine in

seemed possible. Scarcely an instant passed; nothcrystallized into speech with such rapidity, as Disraeli began:
“ “Sir, the honor befits you well. England rests

his manners, he possessed an air of distinction

securely.

which set him apart and commanded respect.
“Shortly afterwards the two turned and walked
toward the library. The manner of the men for-

they approached he leaned heavily on his cane and

momentary loss of health, or even a permanent disability, you should not be deprived of the honor
bestowed upon you by your Queen and your countrymen. I beg of you, do not resign. I am at your
disposal and will gladly discharge the duties of
your office for you. Live out your life in the place
you have earned. Again I entreat you, Sir, do not
resign.’

proceeded with a slow step. As they entered the
library, Uncle said, ‘So you see, Sir, there is no al-

man, and, for a moment, remained silent.

ternative. My time for retirement has come; a long

speechless at the unselfishness of the patriot, Dis-

life of activity and my failing health make it necessary for me to forsake my political honors and to

raeli. It was but an instant until Uncle spoke.

seek health and vigor at my country home. There
is no one to whom the office could better be given
than to you, Sir. I wish to retire and to recommend to Her Majesty that you be given the office
of Prime Minister.’
“The two men regarded each other for an instant.
Uncle stood there as the representative of tradition,

of a gentleman.

bode interesting happenings, and I looked forward

expectantly to the approaching climax which I felt
was sure to follow.
“As you know, Uncle has not been well, and as

stability, and the accepted mode, at a time when our

group was gaining in power. Disraeli had secured
our advantage by his master suggestion to extend
the suffrage to property owners during the recent

ing but a man’s deep-rooted principles could have

Your service has been noble, and for a

“Uncle was deeply moved by the nobility of the
I sat

“*Thank you, Benjamin, yours was the answer

England is safe in your hands.

Your time is come, Sir. I shall communicate with
the Queen this day, and soon I trust you will be

discharging in your own name the duties which you
so unselfishly offered to do in my name.’
“It was magnificent, Fred. I, too, think that
England is safe.”
ok

*

x
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The melody of a nightingale was heard, a flock of

rooks came to rest in a nearby elm, the blue sky

difficulties. Uncle had been named Prime Minister,
but his term seemed almost ended because of his de-

faded into twilight as the boys sat lost in reverie,

clining health.

noblest sons, Disraeli.

Disraeli, the next logical man for

overshadowed by the spirit of one of England’s
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Christmas and the Christmas Spirit
By DON SHARKEY
r

“HE Christmas season is the merriest, mad-

that you never hear from her at any other time of

dest, busiest, and most wonderful season of

the year, that you can’t skate, or that there is never

the entire year.

any ice to skate on anyway. No, none of those
things make any difference. The Christmas spirit

People rush about des-

perately making last minute purchases, but never
too busy to have a cheery word of greeting for their
acquaintances. Packages have to be wrapped, holly has to be hung, the tree has to be trimmed; there

are hundreds of things to be done, but no one considers them work. They are all a part of the general festivities; they all go to make Christmas time
the glorious season that it is.
Everything seems to take on an entirely new as-

is strong within you and you feel that you must

buy Aunt Fanny a present. You dash down to the
store and try to make your way to the counter.
You find every inch of the way contested. Somebody accidentally smashes in your hat; somebody
else steps on your toes. At any other time of the
year you would resent it, but not now. You goodnaturedly push and pull people out of your way un-

pect in the weeks immediately preceding Christ-

til you find yourself at the counter.

mas. You enter the same department store which
you have visited many times during the year, but
now the counters are piled high with attractive

know what Aunt Fanny wants or needs, but you

looking articles, people are crowding about the
counters, clerks are busier than they have been
for months, the whole store is decked out in Christmasy fashion.

You visit the toy department. Toy departments
hold an irresistible attraction for everybody, young
and old alike, and you are no exception to the rule.
- You stand entranced as you watch the shiny, new

electric trains speed around the tracks. You look
over all the new games. A clerk asks you if you
want to buy one. You smile and say, “No, you are
just looking,” and you move on to the next counter.
You saunter by Santa Claus’s house and peep inside to see if he is as good as the Santa Claus in
the store down the street.

You stop at a counter,

wind a toy automobile and start it runnnig. Two
little boys come up and stand at the counter to
watch it. Two middle-aged men push the boys
aside and take their places. More men and women
stop to look until finally the two boys are pushed
so far back that they can’t even see the counter.

They leave in disgust. You wind the automobile
for the twenty-seventh time. This time it runs a
few inches and stops.

You turn and grin sheepish-

ly at the surrounding crowd. You leave hurriedly;
the clerk is apt to think you did it.
The last minute shopping rush is one of the most
exciting things about Christmas. On December
22 the mailman brings you a pair of ice skates from
your Aunt Fannie in Minnesota. It doesn’t make
any difference that you’ve never seen Aunt Fanny,

Page eighteen

You don’t

buy her an orange-colored vase. If she doesn’t
want it she can use it for a bridge prize. Well
satisfied, you return home tired but happy.
I have nothing but the deepest pity in my heart

for those poor deluded persons who are proud of
the fact that they always have their Christmas
shopping done by the first of November. They
think they have been very smart, but if they could
only know what they are missing!
The day before Christmas arrives! There is more
hustling about than ever before. Your entire family is making final preparations for the big day.
You can’t open a door without someone shouting,
“Don’t go in there!” Everyone is hiding presents
from everyone else. The mailman brings the last
batch of Christmas cards. A few more decorations
have to be put up. The turkey has to be stuffed.
There is not a moment’s rest.
After supper you commence to trim the tree. Of
course the lights don’t work. They never do. You
have to try each of the eight bulbs on the strand
before you find that the eighth one is the bad one.
I do not attempt to explain it, but it is a well known
historical fact that there has never beena single
case in which all eight bulbs did not have to be

tried before the bad one was found.
Then you find that you need an ornament for
the top of the tree. You hurry out to find one.
Most of the stores are closed, but at length your
search proves successful. The streets are almost
deserted now. Everyone wants to be with his family on Christmas Eve. There is a light in every
house you pass, and you can see people decorating

their trees and exchanging presents. The few people you pass are, like you, hurrying home to their
families. Only the Salvation Army workers are
left, still ringing their bells, still collecting money
to buy Christmas dinners for the needy—a solemn
reminder that even on Christmas Eve there are people who are in want, people who are actually going hungry, and that it is the duty of every one of
us to help in some way those who are less fortunate.

You return home and resume the trimming of
the tree. While you are standing on the very top
of a shaky ladder, the neighbors drop in. You
wish they had selected almost any moment but that
to pay a social call, but you are glad to see them

nevertheless.

“Merry Christmas!’’ you shout as

you grab the chandelier to keep from tumbling

from your precarious position. “Merry Christmas!”
they shout back, and then they stand around and
offer all sorts of suggestions as to how the tree
should be trimmed. You don’t pay any attention
to them, but that’s all right. They don’t expect
you to.
When you come down from the ladder, one of
the neighbors gives you a present. You tell him
you'll get the gift you have for him. You run upstairs and hurriedly wrap up the ice skates which
you received from Aunt Fanny. The neighbor, in
spite of the fact that he is very stout and well past

middle age, is delighted with the gift and says it
is just what he wanted.
When the visitors have gone home and the children have gone to bed, the older members of the
family bring out the presents from all the hiding
places. It is decided not to open any of them until
morning.

You go to bed, but for a long time you

are too excited to sleep.
‘In the morning the children, eager to see what
Santa has left, awaken the rest of the family with
a loud “Merry Christmas!” Every speed record
for

dressing

downstairs.

is

The

then

broken,

children

are

and

all

proceed

wide-eyed

with

as they open each package.
After you have opened all your presents, you go

to church. High Mass on Christmas morning is
one of the most beautiful and inspiring services of
the Catholic Church. Here you find a brief and
welcome respite from the excitement of the last
few days. As you look at the crib in the front of
the church, and as you listen to the joyous hymns
which the choir sings so lustily, you realize why
everything is so new and different at Christmas
time. Your mind goes back to that first Christmas
so many years ago when a tiny Babe was born

into the world. You see the angels appear to the
shepherds and you hear them proclaim the doctrine
which this Baby brought to the world, the doctrine

of “Peace on earth to men of good will.” Small
wonder then that at Christmas people forget their
petty differences, and everyone has a cheery word
for everyone else. Here you have found the secret
of the Christmas spirit.
After Mass friends greet each other outside the
church.

The air resounds with “Merry Christmas,

Merry Christmas!”
You return home and after looking over all the
gifts once again, you sit down to your Christmas
dinner, the best meal of the year. In the afternoon

you help the children play with their toys.
All day long the living room is littered with presents, empty boxes, and red and green wrapping

paper. Even the chairs are occupied by dolls, jigsaw puzzles, and boxes of neckties. If there were
anything but this delightful disorder prevailing it
would not seem at all like Christmas.
As night comes on, you reflect upon the excitement of the last several days. You think of all the
happiness people have derived from making others

happy. You think of the fine, genuinely unselfish
feeling which has prevailed almost universally. You
regret that it is all over, and that another long year
has to pass before Christmas rolls around once

more. “But why,” you ask yourself, “Oh, why can’t
the Christmas spirit live throughout the entire
year!”

excitement as they view their new toys, and the

And so ends Christmas, the merriest, maddest,

other members of the family are almost as excited

busiest, and most wonderful time of the entire year.
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An Hour with Homer
By CHARLES WESTBROCK
l=: the many efforts of moderns to disprove the existence of Homer, the ancient

poet lives on in the hearts of all lovers of
the classics as master of the epic and of legendary
folk-lore. He is alive and real. Across the ages,
his intimately assuring voice comes to those who
regard Greek literature as the embodiment of formal elegance and established repose. The bard
awakens within them a recollection of the cultural
and intellectual life that surrounded him in his day;

his name is indicative of the aesthetic appeal that
compels their attention; his lines are the eloquent
testimony to his genius.
If we go back into the heroic age, during which
time Homer is believed to have spent his dreary
days, we find the poet in Smyrna, an Aeolian city.
Men regarded the blind bard with respect, coupled
with an indifference that begot neglect. His life

stroyed on every side. This turmoil became the
theme of Homer’s epics; the invasions of the Greeks
served as the plot upon which he reared his tales.
. Homer described the times and their culture, if so

the term may be employed to designate the mode of
life prevalent during that period, and he remains
to this day the chief source of knowledge concern-

ing those peoples.
The Homeric poems have been well characterized
in Andrew Lang’s Essay, “Homer and the Study of
Greek.” In it, the epics of the blind beggar are described as the Bible of the Greeks, the treasury of
religious and moral teaching.
‘Together with
Shakespeare, the poems of Homer serve as the best

training for life, for there is no good quality that
they lack: courage, respect for old age, justice, piety
and a brave attitude toward life. Living in an age
when every man was a warrior, where every city

was one of desolation and regret—regret, because

might know the worst by sack and fire, where the

of the futility of his every effort. It is true that his
epics were enthusiastically received, but not during
his life. Homer gave to his people a_ price-

noblest ladies might be led away for slaves, Homer

less inheritance and died most miserably; yet
in the succeeding generation his verses were used

in the education of the nation’s youth and his lines
heralded and sung as the anthem of the country.

Fate had twisted the career of Homer into queer
contortions and had hastened to rectify her mis-

take.
The Iliad and Odyssey represent a very unsettled condition of society in the Greek world. There
had been a brilliant civilzation prior to the period
in which Homer placed his scenes and actions, an
age whose very name Minoan has been accepted to
epitomize the lofty pursuits of men. Crete was its
center. Recent excavations tend to bear testimony
that it was the seat of a great island empire. As

the Roman Empire fell at the hands of the Germanic hordes, this civilization was destroyed by

invaders from the north, probably, the original
Greeks.
With the advent of these invaders, the Homeric

age began. Social life returned to a primitive state.
The rudeness of the times effaced the last vestige
of culture: men reverted to barbaric existence. Personal prowess and valor alone protected the people
from the marauding bands that pillaged and de-
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inevitably regarded life as a battle. The moods of
the poet are numerous, his descriptions compelling.
He is a poet universal as humanity, simple as childhood and musical as the majestic symphonies.

In the opening lines of the Iliad, Homer plunges
the reader into the midst of strife and war. The
emotions of two jealous men are described, the
might of their wills forcefully portrayed, and the
clash of their determinations rings as the clash of
their weapons. The gods bring peace for a short
time and again harsh words herald the approach of
an ensuing conflict. The diction is terse and precise, with the result that the action is rapid and the
reader is carried along for quite some time before
a lapse in the swiftness is effected. In his mind’s
eye, the reader beholds Achilles standing before
him arrayed in all the panoply of war. His shining greaves are burnished with the purest gold.
His armor is of the finest mesh and the shield that
he holds lightly on his left arm dazzles one’s eyes

with its reflected radiance. It is from the forge of
Hephaestus, the lame god of fire. The warrior
wields his sword with apparent ease that bespeaks

the great strength leashed within those powerful
muscles: his sturdy countenance is surmounted by
a golden helmet upon which is emblazoned incidents from the life of his father Peleus and from

which arises a crimson plume of deepest hue. The
warrior has come to life and strides toward the

reader menacingly.

His steps are firm and deliber-

ate, his eyes blazing, but before the son of Peleus
has reached his frail counterpart, his progress is
halted. Someone has seized him from the rear and
has arrested his stride.

Turning to the newcomer,

the reader recognizes Pallas Athene, the goddess of
war, who warns Achilles to calm himself and let

the matter rest in the hands of the gods. Such are
the images Homer paints for the student of the
classics. The men in the story are not stock characters, they are animated personages, breathing

once again, and fighting their struggles over, perhaps, for all time.

Homer is motivating, he is

active.
In the Odyssey, Homer devotes himself to the
expression of beauty. Unlike the Iliad, this poem
is slower in its movement; it is concerned not with

the rapidity of action so much as it is with the
beauty of words and elegance of phraseology. The
descriptions of the many lands, upon whose shores

Odysseus was tossed, are elevating in their inherent attractiveness. Phoenicia is a country of many
wonders. The poet leads the student about through
the cities, out into the countryside, down to the

seashore where a beautiful sunset holds the rolling
waters in an evening embrace. The distant hills
reflect the grandeur of nature at her height. Homer
is unsparing in his details.

His landscape is inspir-

ing to such an extent that a feeling of unreality
pervades it.

Perhaps this is a fault, but it is an

undeniable privilege of the artist to describe the
setting as he sees it with his peculiar acumen. How
much greater is the praise that befits the artist who
has not the use of his visual sense, and who can yet
paint such majestic scenes.
Homer affords the student an insight into the
life of the ancient Greeks and presents the facts of
that culture through the use of a style that is
known, in its worth, only to the person who has had
the inclination and patience to become acquainted
with the language.

Translations serve only as a

conveyance of thought. The true merit lies within
the original.

With this in mind, the argument that

is often heard relative to the uselessness of learning the ancient languages, falls in a tumbling heap.
Though the study of the classics do not assure an
immediate return as do the practical sciences, the
pursuit of them leaves the student without doubt,
a much richer and more finished individual, culturally.

Silence and Serenity
By REGINALD PRICE
The sun has set, and moonbeams softly shed

A silver sheen upon the silent scene;
The shining sea and studded skies are wed
Each night while all ts steeped 1n sleep serene;
The seething surfs caress the snowy sands

And stir the stillness with their swishing sound;
The sweeping shadows speed across the lands

And soothe the sun-seared creatures underground.
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Shall I Be a Success?
By JEROME SCHMITZ
+ ODAY when money is on speaking terms with
only a select few, students frequently ask
themselves this queston, “Shall I be a suc-

cess?”

Wherever one goes he is constantly re-

minded of the distressful economic conditions of
the world; it is brought forcibly home to him that
all of the professions are overcrowded; he sees men
reduced to abject poverty, and, he learns from the

newspapers that some are starving. The observation of all of these conditions makes a deep impression upon every young man, but especially upon
one who is preparing himself for one of the professions.
The word “success” is written on the heart of
every good American.

There are many young peo-

ple who are the better for being told that success
is within their reach. Ambition might be the last
infirmity of noble minds but it is a splendid spur for
the average man. This is why the Americans deliberately try to cultivate the superiority complex.
The result might mean a rather intolerable person,

but the American gets things done.
What is success? We know what Samuel Smiles
meant by it. The good apprentice comes to the city
with a quarter in his pocket. By giving his undivided attention to his humble duties he wins the
confidence of his employer, becomes a partner, marries his employer’s daughter, and dies a peer and a
millionaire. This is Samuel Smiles conception of
success.

It is success, tangible and incontrovert-

ible. Surely we shall not set up Samuel Smiles’
conception of success as a standard. In movies and
fiction, perhaps, but in real life, no.

We must look

for a less external standard of success. Success
is something that a man is, or becomes, not something that he takes, or gets. This reminds us of
the old question which Socrates discusses in the
first book of Plato’s Republic.

His conclusion of

course is that it is better to be just than to be
thought to be just, even if the pretender dies loaded
with honors and the truly just man, after suffering
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every kind of maltreatment, is crucified. To be successful is to have made a right use of our life; to
ask what we have got by it, is selfish and ignoble.
This criterion should afford us consolation in
these days of depression.

It should make us cease

to define success in dollars and cents; it should

make us strive to become in reality that, which we
are called, students.

If we make use of all of the

opportunities which come our way, if we exercise
all our God-given faculties, our life is bound to be

successful.
Now let us consider the greatest success any man
can gain. Suppose it were absolutely certain that
our life should depend solely on the outcome of a
game of chess. Would we not deem it a primary
duty to learn at least the names and moves of the

different pieces? Would we not look with scorn
upon the man who entered this game of chess unprepared ?—who entered it without knowing a pawn
from a knight? Of course we would; yet many of
us are making slight preparation for a game which
is infinitely more important. It is a plain and elementary truth that our life, our fortune, depends
solely upon our knowing something of the rules of

a game that is incomparably more difficult and
complicated than chess. That game is life. It has
been played for untold ages.

The chessboard is the

world, the pieces are the phenomena of the universe, the rules of the game are the Laws of Nature
and the Laws of God. The Player on the other
side is hidden from us. We know that He plays
absolutely fair; that He is just and patient. We
also know that He never overlooks a mistake; that

He always checkmates a player who has played the
game unfairly. If aman wins this game, no matter
how many others he might have lost, we shall always write “successful” after his name. The game is
difficult but everyone has the necessary qualifications to win. Whether he shall win or lose, is up
to him and to him only.

Is Germany Destined for
r
Monarchism
By ROBERT J. ZOLG
[LD

s« the past six months rumor has persistently prophesied the return in the near
future of the Hohenzollern as

German

monarchs. On all sides we hear or read terrified
protests against such an eventuality; against the
return of tyranny, return of high taxation, return of
huge armies and bloody wars.
Stuff and nonsense! The mass of people of the
German nation as well as of any other nation are
willing, in fact, anxious to believe anything that is
told them in any degree of seriousness.
There will never in this generation be a return

to absolutism or even to monarchism in Germany.
To begin: before the war the Hohenzollern were
already the most cordially hated people in Ger-

many.

‘They were hated nearly as much as the

French were despised.

‘They had organized the

“conscription” system in the Fatherland. By this
system each male German on arriving at a certain
age was obliged to serve three years in the army,

whether he wished to or not, unless his parents
were sufficiently wealthy to buy him immunity, or

unless he were physically unfit. By this system
men of military age were constantly being called
from farms and homes where they were badly
needed to produce the necessities of life. They
were slapped into the iron grey uniform and heavy
boots, taught to drill, worked relentlessly, fed mostly on carrots and soup, and badly payed.

Taxes in Germany before the war were not very
burdensome but the middle-classes were resentful

toward the taxes they payed for the support of the
army.
Then the war with its tremendous outlay of
money, the famine and shortage of all commodities
at home, furthered and fostered the dislike for the

Hohenzollern. With defeat came disgrace and the
flight of the Kaiser. The consequent revolution,
the occupation of the Ruhr valley by French Senegalese and the unfair treatment of the German ambassadors at the Treaty of Versailles were more or

Furthermore, the German people are notoriously

slow to make changes, especially in government.
They are naturally orderly; they love order and
hate disorder. Consider how many centuries elapsed
before a chaotic jumble of states was formed into
the German Empire, by the famed Junker, Otto von
Bismarck.

They made a great change at the end of the
World War from Empire to Republic. Will such a
people be liable to make another such drastic change
in a period of less than fifteen years? The answer
is emphatically, “No!”

It is of course true that there are organized
groups in Germany striving to gain control of the

national government.

Perhaps the best known of

these is Adolf Hitler, who, at the head of his Nazis,

a strongly organized, semi-military group, is advocating a highly centralized form of government.

‘This might appear to be favorable to the return of
the monarchy but in the face of Hitler’s unpopularity with the mass of Germans, such an advent is
highly improbable. Then too, Hitler cannot arrive

at any mutual agreement with Reichspresident Paul
von Hindenburg, Germany’s famed iron man of the
day. Until he arrives at such an agreement his
chances are exceedingly slim, von Hindenburg being something of a national hero.
Another thing which may perhaps cause people
to believe in the probable return of the Hohen-

zollern to power in Germany is the fact that during the past year von Hindenburg has already dissolved two Reichstags. It is felt by many that the
aged president is on the verge of dissolving it for
a third time. “Does he dare?” is the question on
many lips. To do so would be equivalent to breaking once and for all with the German Republic, to
the setting up of a pure dictatorship, upon which
the return of the monarchy would follow.

are never fair nor even decent; they are only stu-

The idea is not sound. It does not necessarily
follow that because a man in time of political or
economic crisis assumes distatorship, he will
set up himself or anyone else as king. Were Hindenburg inclined to become dictator, he could not

pid. intolerant, guillible and impulsive.

remain so for long, as his years are numbered.

less attributed to the Hohenzollern.
That these things cannot in fairness be laid at
the Kaiser’s door is beside the point. The masses

His
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age is against him. Not only this, but Hindenburg
as a one-time fighting man doubtless holds a feel-

ing of resentment toward the Kaiser for his desertion of the nation, the army and the Imperial High
Command of which von Hindenburg was chief.
The above is purely hypothetical, for von Hindenburg has not as yet dissolved the Reich for a
third time and probably will not do so.
Most important of the agents making impossible
the return of the Hohenzollern to Germany, are the

ever vigilant French just across the frontier. France
has always feared Germany and ever since the
breakup of Charlemagne’s Empire has there been
anything but ill feeling between the two nations.
Even at the end of the World War, with Ger-

many financially crippled, and her male population
greatly depleted, France still feared her so much
that she further crippled the Germans by imposing
an enormous reparations bill on them; a bill so

large that it cannot be paid in full for many years.
France feared Germany enough to force her into
almost complete disarmament. Moreover, she attempted to confiscate Germany’s navy (which the
Germans destroyed themselves rather than allow it
to be taken), and so arranged the treaty of peace
that Germany can never under its provisions, main-

eastern portion of Germany off from the rest of the
nation, making communication possible only by
sea.
The occupation of the Ruhr valley for so long by
the black Senegalese, French Colonial troops, forcing German women into relations with these blacks,
was calculated to demoralize the Germans and

quench, if possible, national pride. For this brutal
treatment the Germans will never forgive France,
and France will some day pay in one way or an-

other.
Therefore we may readily see that France does
fear Germany and likewise fears the return of the
Hohenzollern, who, avaricious and unscrupulous as

they may be, have always had the ability to choose
shrewd statesmen to direct the affairs of government for them, and the ability to raise and whip
into shape huge armies of splendid fighting men.
(The German is notorously phlegmatic and rather
indifferent to anything. This impassiveness is not
observed when he is confronted by food and beer).
Thus even were the German people inclined to
favor the return of a Hohenzollern régime, the
French in their present position of “big dog” would
most certainly frown on, and do everything in their

tain a standing army of more than 300,000 men,

power to thwart, the movement.

though France’s standing army numbers over a million. France reorganized the Poles into a nation

Therefore, such an eventuality as the return of
the almost universally disliked Hohenzollern to
the throne, is highly improbable, and, in this
writer’s opinion, well nigh impossible.

and established the hated Polish corridor which
gives the Poles a sea coast and cuts the north-
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Atler, Ecks, Tradition and Hookahs
By JAMES PFLAUM
Bt « the Depression impinged itself on
the

consciousness

of

undergraduate

life,

the even tenor of our ways?

lf you are a man and

a German, you will say Nein.

It can be demon-

anyone on the campus from A. B. Cogger
to X. Y. Zigger, could command immediate hearing wherever good men and true were assembled
(e. g. on the stoop of St. Mary’s Hall, North), if

strated alegebraically that whatever man makes, he
can control. We can control, aye, even settle this
Tradition Question, once, twice, thrice (Ed. Note:
enough!) and for all.

said Cogger or Zigger would but breathe the word

The plan is simple. Its essential points are these:
during the last Traditionalist uprising (1929) paid

“tradition.” Not that the topic is a dead one now.
If you use the right approach, gesticulate properly, modulate your voice and work up to a climax,
(not forgetting the emotional appeal), you can talk
Tradition and spellbind any old Session of the Great
Durhams,-depression, the Lytton Report and the
boll weevil question notwithstanding. The point
is, in short, Popacatepetl is slumbering, and Popa-

spies for the Conservatives, (also called Reaction-

aries, though improperly) while secreting themselves in vases, in and under desks, and walking

around the campus incognito, discovered that the
enemy (Traditionalists) laid most of its power in

merely talking about the lack of tradition, real or
imagined. They never did anything about it. Now,

(And Popacatepetl is

by employing the syllogism, the slide rule and

The last time Pop..., this volcano was rumbling

there were traditions on the campus, there would

catapetl will some day erupt.
a hard word to spell).
in South Park was in 1929.

Boyle’s Law, the Conservatives discovered that if
Aye, sir, it was some-

thing never to be forgotten. Somehow the incoming First Year men got wind of the fact that the
U. D. had no Tradition. Then bedlam let loose.
Then flotsam. Finally jetsam. It was something
fierce. Like a run on a bank. Within a few days
the awful secret was known by every Freshman on
the campus. Travelers from the Levant said the

brick wall joining the chapel and St. Mary’s Hall
was comparable to the Wailing Wall of Jerusalem.
(This is yet to be confirmed, however). Just when
the more sensitive ones were beginning to lose
weight, the stock market got sick in the stomach,

as you may remember, and the day was saved. Of
course the more sensitive ones still lost weight,
but not on account of the Tradition Question. Since
then that rhetorical volcano has remained compara-

tively inactive.
But there is always the danger that Prosperity
may return. It is alleged that some people say it
is just around the corner. The other day a man in
Oakwood built a two-car garage, and the latest report from the Department of Commerce shows an
increase in the consumption of snuff. If these straws
are any indication of the humidity, you may expect
another outbreak of the Tradition plague as soon as
we find “the way out and the way beyond.”
Now, the point is, are we going to stand idly by
and allow another Traditionalist Movement wreck

be, ipso facto, no more uprisings, no more threnodies.
Hidolf Atler, the Conservative leader, is said to

have gone delirious with joy when he arrived at
this truth and forthwith consumed a caldron of
brocalli and a carton of Tastyeast. A few weeks
later, when he was convalescing from The Principle,

he commissioned a committee to appoint a committee to appoint a member known as Mr. X. Mr.
X’s job was to look up the alumni list. By an implied power, contested by some, he could also look

down the list. By looking up and down the list for
a year and a day Mr. X unearthed 5,332 facts about
former students. Statistics, you will say, may be
juggled and facts are not truths.

Very good, sir,

but Mr. X (whose real name was Ecks) couldn’t
waste time doing acrobatics with numerals.
The upshot of it all was that Mr. X found that
there was not only a tradition already in the school,
but that there were 5,332.

Almost every student

who attended the University since its establishment
did something on which a tradition could be based.
For example, one student (A. B. 1912) never had a
headache in his life; another, (R. O. T. C. 1913) the
honor man in his class and a star sprinter, used to

smoke a hookah; the bowl of the pipe and the water bottle he kept in his room on the fourth floor
in St. Joseph Hall, but he had four hoses connected
to it leading from his room into room 201 Nazareth
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Hall, room 21 St. Mary Hall, the main lecture room
in the chemistry building, the fourth hose attachment leading out across the campus to the corner
of Brown Street and Fairground Avenue (a sort of
smokery being at that location).
In his search for traditions Mr. X found many
other interesting items, far too numerous to relate
here, all of them being quite suitable and fit for

veneration by the Traditionalists. And therein lies
a tale.

Finding that they were doomed to extinction,
ipso facto, (but not habeas corpus) should the
Conservatives headed by Atler and Ecks produce a

single Tradition (for having a tradition, they would
have nothing to grow! about, and having nothing
to growl about, they would soon waste away),
the Traditionalists ambushed the two Conservative
leaders (1930) and straightway tweaked their respective noses. Unable to bear this disgrace, Atler
locked himself in his room (315 Alumni Hall) and
was never seen again until he graduated.

when he discovered that the enemy had destroyed
all the personal history he had worked a year and
a day to collect, looking up and down the Alumni
list, made a final thrust at the Traditionalists. He

tried to become a tradition himself and vanished
into thin air in the attempt.

Sonnet
By EDWIN H. SAUER
You look on me as one looks on a wreath

Of blooms not fully opened, gently laced
With green, admiring buds and leaves well-spaced,
Unconscious of their many thorns beneath.
You look on me as one looks on a sheath
Of finest steel, with pearls and emeralds graced,
Admiring, yet forgetting there is placed

Within, the pointed, dripping sword of death.
Call me not saint; call me not an ideal.

Look deep and see the thorns, the pointed blade,
And know I am unworthy of your praise.

But know I planned no pretense, know I feel
That thorns drop off, that swords are duller made
When love is strong to bear that which dismays.
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Ecks,

War Debts
THE CURSE OF THE AGE

By MELVIN HUDEN
generation ago: proud Prussia—the greatest
army on the continent (an ambition, or a
protection, who knows?),—the sunny lands
of France, prosperous by comparison with the present, but poverty-ridden and backward for all that,—
a progressive England—a rich and youthful
America.
Then came the thunder of war; the armies march-

ing through the streets of Europe to the accompaniment of martial music and the cheers of the
multitudes. The whole world was crazy with the
fervor of insane patriotism. Reckless youths, too
unsettled for respectability in peace time, became
the dashing heroes of war, overnight. Science enlisted itself in a struggle for the finding of new and
more destructive poisons, new and higher-powered
explosives.

Students, professional men, laborers,

all but a few insurgents against the existing government, took up the cry of the day and became
raving maniacs for the downfall of the “heathen
foreigners.” Germany was set up as the common
foe of mankind. The period became one of carnage
and blood. Human life and happiness were ranked

low in value compared to the “ideals for which the
nations were striving;” the ideals that lost their
identity in the tempestuous chaos of war. Wilson,
the greatest idealist of them all, used as a campaign slogan for re-election, “I kept you out of
war, I will keep you out of war as long as it is not
against the nation’s honor to do so.” He was
elected in November, inaugurated in March, and

we were in the war in April.
Civilization ceased its onward march.

they are not the order of the day. The focus of attention is backward fourteen years. The wealth of
Europe is being drained to fill a gap created years
ago. And the wealth of the entire coming generation will flow, not into productive enterprises, but

into the nigh bottomless pit, of war.
And the United States, the complacent profiteer,
receiving its blood money for its monetary contribution to the great holocaust, is beginning to
perceive that all is not well with the world. Trade
is naturally curtailed. What could be used for buying produce is being asked for war debts. The reaction is plunging America downward. As she goes
down steadily, she is preceded by the debtor nations of Europe. All the world is sinking into
poverty and despair. The debtor nations are crying that the stifling burden be removed. And tlte
United States, with the whip-hand, is lashing them

for their dishonesty.
The new generation emerging from the midst of
adolescence, and not imbued with the insane war-

time patriotism, looks askance at the international
muddle. What do they care about a debt of war
contracted by their fathers or their grandparents?
Ah, you say, but they must pay. They must be
patriots* as their fathers were. And if the debt were
double its amount?

Yes, even if it were a thou-

sand fold. Even if it would take the rest of time
to liquidate the debt it must be paid. Should there
be a limit? We leave it up to you.
The whole deplorable structure is created on a
fallacy. The debts were contracted in the fever-fit

The men

of war to make the weaker, or smaller nations

in the prime of life, those on whom the burden of

equal to the larger and more powerful nations.
Whatever disparity existed was not eradicated by
the incurring of a debt. The larger nation could
outborrow its smaller adversary (because of its

future progress so largely depended, were cast into
the strife, a great many to be killed or wounded.
Factories were blown to the skies, fields of agriculture were made unfit, and the natural resources and

the wealth of the nations were exploited beyond all
reasonable hopes of quick recovery.

The repercussion of depression—universal poverty—the standard of living going down; students
liken the approaching disaster to conditions prior
to the French Revolution. All the resources of the
world might still be able to carry us along if progressive measures were the order of the day. But

greater collateral) and consequently, the gap be-

tween their respective powers is intensified. Therefore, the borrowing of money for that purpose is
futile. No nation is in duty bound to borrow
money for a futile purpose. Any tax placed upon
a future generation, which that generation will not

be willing and perfectly able to pay, is an usurpation of power.
A generation has the right to the means of its

Page twenty-seven

own existence. It has the right to expand its corporate wealth in any beneficial manner that it sees
fit. If it blunders, and if instead of going forward,
it plunges into chaos, or otherwise undergoes a perversion of natural progress, we can only remark
that it is a calamity. The present and the future
will suffer from the interrupted progress and the

wanton waste of wealth. Beyond this it has no
right to go. If it loans or borrows money that involves the future generations this agreement should
not be binding.
If we loan money in full view of the unjust consequences, we are contributors to the iniquity, and

no ethical obligation is due us by the succeeding
generation. In the fever-fit of war, or under any
circumstances where the ideal involved is of a dubious repute, the debt contracted should be paid off

in a “reasonable” length of time. We set that mark,
conveniently, as the span of a generation. Normally, it should be for a much shorter period. If
the loaning government is unable to secure repayment in that period, it is to be condemned for having made an imprudent loan, and should therefore
lose the remainder of its investment. If innocent
contributors were involved, it is the duty of the
government, since it misrepresented the facts of
the case to them, to make the payments, if any,
indeed are to be made.
If the war debts are cancelled, the United States

will undoubtedly rise in the esteem of the nations
of the world. At the present time she occupies the
position of hated creditor, holding the whip-hand
over the debtor nations, scorning their trade by

establishing insurmountable tariff barriers, and demanding payment of the war debt even if such
payment should ruin the debtor nations. Cancellation would prove to the rest of the civilized world
that the greatest nation of them all can rise above

any selfish interest when there is question of world
economic recovery.
More important than all the rest, it will deter
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loaning companies from jumping at every opportunity to loan money indiscriminately in war time.
Their loans, if they make any at all, will be very

reasonable, because such companies will realize that
if the repayment were indefinitely prolonged, it

might too, as its predecessor, be cancelled.

With

the wealth of only one generation being blown to
the winds in war, comparative prosperity in the

future should result. Wars on the installment plan
would be over.

After a period of war a nation

could start anew, using its capital for the production of more wealth, and for the advancement of

civilization.
If the debts are not cancelled, the future is black

indeed.

Ignoring entirely the economic aspect of —

the situation, we find that the United States will be
placed in a precarious position. All the world resents its greedy insistence. This ill-feeling will
breed future wars. It will be a case of Europe
versus America. Who are America’s friends? We
should like to know. And bear in mind that this
hatred is being engendered among our former

friends, among our former allies.
And then there is that ever-increasing burden of
taxation; the burdens of today are passed on, new
ones are accumulated in the future and they are

passed on. Some day the yoke which is chafing the
shoulders of the poor will be cast off and the world
will probably pass through a bloody revolution.
And for what reason? What sense to it all?
Meanwhile, however, we have the picture: The
battle-scarred countries of Europe—the vista of the

future dimmed wtih debt—the tragedy of two continents swept away in the fever-fit of war. The
war is ended, but its miseries linger on.

*A patriot is one who is willing to blow up all the resources of the nation, impoverish the world, spend the
money of the future generation, kill and maim humanity,
and yet, when the question of rewarding the soldiers im-

mediately with the bonus comes up, wrinkles his nose in
contempt at the economic inexpediency.

They Must Pay
By THOMAS HAACKE
Tore can be no such thing as cancellation
of the war debts. The word “cancellation”
means to strike out or to deface.
sum of $11,000,000,000 which is due the
huge
The

United States cannot merely be “struck out” or
“defaced.” It must be paid.
The question at issue is simply this: Shall the
burden of payment remain on the shoulders of just
debtors, or shall it be transferred to the shoulders

of the American taxpayers?
In order to honestly appraise the advisability of

shifting the burden, we must consider the question
from several angles. Legality of the debts, ability
of the debtor nations to pay, ability of the United
States to assume payment, benefits to be derived

from payment, and benefits, if any, to be derived

from non-payment by the European powers, all
must be taken into consideration.
On the matter of legality of the debts, there is
little room for argument. Their legality was admitted by all nations concerned at the time the
original contracts were drawn, again at the times
of agreement to the funding arrangements, and
still again at the times the first repayments were
made. It has never been questioned by any nation concerned or by any one high official of any
nation concerned.
On the matter of the ability of the foreign nations to pay, however, we run across the first bone

of contention. Their depleted treasuries, their job-

less inhabitants, and their low standards of living

as the possessors of nearly all the world’s wealth,
and as being selfish in attempting to extract still
more from unfortunates who have very little to begin with. They apparently lose sight of the facts,
however, that we have 11,000,000 unemployed, that

our people are already bearing an exorbitant burden of taxation, and that our budget will be from
$2,000,000,000 to $4,000,000,000 out of balance by

next June. They make no mention of the fact that
our people are now paying, at the rate of $1,300,000,000 per year, our cost of the World War; or of
the fact that we have already been overly gener-

ous in assuming the payment of over 52% of their
war-time obligations.
These are the facts, and yet, those who would
shift the burden are disseminating a great deal of
propaganda to the effect that trade advantages
which will accrue from relieving Europe of this
burden will more than offset the cost to the American taxpayer.

They point to the present stagnated state of
world trade, and then, through some vague manner
or means, attempt to link this up with payment, by

Europe, of the war debts.

They almost wholly ig-

nore, however, the real causes of stagnated world

trade, namely, the present worldwide economic depression and prohibitive tariffs. Would anyone be
bold enough to assert that the moratorium, which

suspended all payment for a period of one year, has
had any salutary effect on world trade? It produced not the slightest sign of revival; in fact, dur-

are all pointed to as sufficient proof that these na-

ing the time of its existence, the volume of world
trade actually declined.

we thoroughly investigate the facts, however, we

the shifting of the burden has already provoked
disturbances in other areas. I refer to the decided
falling off of Liberty Bond quotations, consequent

tions with poor and destitute inhabitants are certainly unable to bear suchaterrific burden. When

find that these same poor and destitute inhabitants
are financially able to contribute over $1,750,000,000
yearly to their respective governments to be used

as expenditures for armaments alone. We find that

In addition to the inevitable increase in taxation,

on the moratorium of 1931. The mere announcement that payment of the debts would be suspended

these same poor and destitute inhabitants are also

for a period of one year has, in some cases, caused

ments with more than $1,200,000,000 annually with

below par. If a mere one year’s suspension causes
bond values to be depleted 7%, what would happen
if the European nations were completely absolved?

financially able to provide their respective governwhich to invest in foreign enterprises. And yet,
according to those who believe in shifting the burden, these same governments are financially unable
to make payments to the United States in one-tenth
the amount expended for these elaborate purposes.

Those favoring the shifting of the burden repre-

sent the United States, on the other hand, as being

a land of perpetual prosperity, a land where everyone is wealthy, and a land in which the wildest
utopian dreams have been realized. They indict us

the cash value of bonds to tumble to more than 7%

As the debts are legal ones, and as the debtor

nations would now be able to make payments with
ease if they would only reduce their exorbitant expenditures for armaments, and as their ability to pay
in the future will be greatly increased through inevitable economic recovery, the correct answer to the
question of shifting the burden can only be a negative one.
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THE EDITOR’S SOAP BOX
The first issue of the 1932-33 Exponent comes to
you at last. I think it a very interesting issue, one
that may be compared favorably with Exponents of
other years. It has fewer staff members but more
eager ones, eager as a result of having nearly seen
the Exponent dispensed with. These staff members, and the contributors likewise, have worked

splendidly in the last few weeks to make this issue
a reality. What concerns them now is the problem
of succeeding issues. They are looking for others
to become as enthusiastic about the Exponent as
they have become. They are hoping that others
will be quick to share the burden of publishing a
campus magazine.

The present staff members, the

present contributors, need help; they must not be
expected to stand alone in putting the Exponent
before the student body. If help is forthcoming,

the writer, of the article’s effect, but afraid to lose

future articles, slaps him on the back and encourages him with a, “Like it? They ate it up.”
Listen,—freshmen, sophomores, junors, seniors!

If you can write, if you think you can write, if you
want to write, put forth a little effort and support
this magazine. But if you can’t write, if you’ve
never wanted to write, at least read the Exponent
and talk about it.

Criticize what you don’t like;

tell us about it, and if something strikes your fancy,
give us a hand. But for heaven’s sake, don‘t ignore
us; don’t read us and then forget us. Remember,
that by editing a magazine of which Dayton can
be proud, which will have to take second place to
none published by other universities, we are doing
you a service. It’s customary and proper, I think,
to be interested in those working for one’s welfare.

the Exponent will make its appearance monthly;

if students capable of doing so, neglect to give us
support, we shall have to close shop.
We of the staff believe the student body wants
this magazine. (This was evidenced in the last few
months). Consequently, we are at a loss to understand the lack of interest in publishing it. When
it comes forward there is little or no comment on
it, no praise, no blame. The Exponent writer has
no way of knowing whether his labor is well received. He comes to the editor: “Did the fellows
like my article?” And the editor, as ignorant as
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I have often wondered during the last few years
at the falling off of student interest in campus
projects. There seems to be no vigorous concern
about what happens or about what is avoided. The
average student’s attitude is a purely passive one.
It was not always so. Formerly the bulk of college men made it a point to be concerned about
such things as class, club, and sodality elections,
movements on the campus, changes on the campus,
appointments of students to responsible posts such

as editorships, to the result of athletic contests, to

the band, to the orchestra, to anything that was part
of the university. It really mattered to them who
was president of the debating society, and what the
debating team’s chances for the year were. They
really cared if Dayton lost a football game to a
team with less ability. (Probably nothing on the
campus was ever more discouraging than the comparative ease with which students accepted the
losses of the Carroll and Wittenberg games this
year.) Students of former years would have made
the team’s loss their loss, and would have -gone

the dictates of their Church. These were men who
lived, who made their days adventures, who real-

ized that something was expected of them, that the
earth hadn’t prepared a soft spot for them. And
these were in the majority; in fact anyone not serious enough to be motivated by definite standards
was usually avoided. One can pardon college professors and observers for referring to the good old
days.
*

7K

*

I have been rereading Eugene O’Neill’s “Strange
Interlude.” The-play has always puzzled me. Its

around with long faces for a week or so, and they

theme is miserably sordid, (I have often thought

would have supported the team so that sucha loss

the second word of its title should have been spelled
“Interlewd”), and yet there are many times in the

should not recur.

Those students cared about who was editor of
this magazine, about who was representing, in any

play when O’Neill seems to have caught something

line, their school to the public.

particularly those of Marsden, some of the situations are so climactic, so dramatic, so representa-

When student rules

and regulations were made, student opinion was
sought because it had value. Yesterday’s student
was proud of his school, determined that it should
be foremost, and because of his interest, he had a

voice in operating it. Trite as the expression may
be, there was school spirit.
Nor was the college man’s interest vested only
in campus activities.

monumental, thrillingly vivid. Some of the speeches,

tive of strong conflict, that their author seems destined for immortal remembrance in the theater.
Characters in the play are sharply drawn, the asides
linger in a reader’s memory, yet the bare plot is revolting. It’s tremendously difficult to form an opinion of the thing.

It extended to topics of na-

tional importance, of universal importance. Students could talk intelligently on politics, on statesmanship, on social conditions and how they were to
be coped with. They knew the new books and read
them; they heard about the new plays and made
efforts to see them; they were able to identify great
names in the musical world; they were in touch

with science and its achievements; they fooled with
inventions, experiments; they were in touch with
progress.
But even more gratifying was the fact that they
exercised strong and able criticism. They realized
that they were college men, that they represented
educated intellect, and that their judgments were
necessarily to be considered. If they thought a
book immoral, they branded it immoral, stood to-

gether against it, and found it removed from their
sight as a result. If they heard a play was filthy,
they didn’t go in swarms to see it; they avoided it,
and told their friends to avoid it. They cared about
what was represented in the good music of their
day. (And we are quick to defend crooners and
hi-de-hi singers-)
Those men were identified with principles, and

they lived according to those principles. Catholic
students believed in what Catholicism stands for,
and wisely took objection to what conflicted with

*

*

*

Rimsky-Korsakoff, Russian composer of a few
years ago, is not sufficiently appreciated. His
“Scheherazade,” an interpretation of the Arabian
Nights in music, is the finest expression of the
Orient that we have.

The public, however, is be-

coming more aware of this nephew of Tschaikowski. “Scheherazade” finds its place on symphonic
programs, and it forms the theme for the majority

of radio programs dealing with adventure in the
East. It would be well for those who argue that
literature cannot be interpreted in music, to hear
“Scheherazade,” a masterpiece of balance between
two arts.
*

*

*

By the way, this year’s Christmas season offers
some splendid opportunities to college men for doing charitable acts, for being of real service. Join
the relief organizations; put Christmas in every

home; collect food, clothing, toys, and deliver them;

make at least one person happy on Christ’s birthday. Remember Christ placed charity above all
virtues. Remembering what Christmas celebrates,
be charitable.
*

*

*

The Exponent wishes its readers a Merry Christmas and a Happy, Prosperous New Year.
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After the Final Quarter—
When you are beginning to forget the thrills of the game
and to realize just how tired and hungry you are, step in
at the nearest Telling Dealer’s and refresh yourself with

delicoius TELLING’S ICE CREAM.
come back for more!

You'll like it and

BUY YOUR ICE CREAM FROM A TELLING DEALER

“You can taste the quality” in

TELLING’S ICE CREAM
THE TELLING-BELLE VERNON COMPANY
DAYTON, OHIO

S
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